THE    MEMOIRS    OF    RALPH    RASHLEIGH
arrival in Australia. These men possessed singular power
and influence over even the most untamed tribes, combining
in their persons the character of doctor, priest and magician;
and everything seemed to confirm the prisoner's guess that
this strangely scarred savage was the local carandjie, and one
of great eminence among his kind.
The ancient supported his tottering, enfeebled body with
a limb of a tree carried as a staff In one hand, and in the
other he carried a green eucalyptus bough. At a motion of
his hand the blacks fell farther back and crouched together
in a circle, while the carandjie tottered several times round
Rashleigh, waving the eucalyptus, and chanting a dull,
monotonous song which seemed to be a repetition of two or
three words only. At length he ceased his chant, and sat
down at the head of his captive, who was watching his every
motion with apprehension. The old man made some kind
of a speech to which the now pacific audience listened with
marked attention, acknowledging its end with a chorus of
guttural grunts. His speech finished, the carandjie rose and
took three more chanting turns round Rashleigh.
Two athletic tribesmen now came forward and helped him
to his feet, indicating to him by signs that he was to walk
with them. Resistance being out of the question, he did as
he was bidden and, supported by his two guides, reached the
camp of the tribe, which was in a clearing in the forest-land*
It consisted simply of a number of small fires, beside each
of "which reposed the djins (wives) and dogs of the warriors,
guarding the dilleys (nets) which held the fishing tackle and
such weapons as the men were not carrying with them*
Rashleigh's guides, under the direction of the carandjie, led
him to a resting-place near the old man's three fires to which,
according to custom, he was entitled, along with the three
djins, each of whom attended her separate fire. However
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